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THE  LOST  CHILDREN; 

OR  , 

HENRY  ATNTD  HIS  TORCH 


CHAPTER  I. 

"Farewell!  God  knows  when  we  shall  meet  again^ 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins- 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life." 

Ding,  dong  !  ding,  dong !  ding,  dong  ! 
went  a  bell  that  was  carried  by  a 
little  boy  through  the  streets  of  Pitts- 
burgh,  one  day  in  the  fall  of  18 — . 

"Who's  lost,  little  boy?"  said  a 
prim  looking  maiden  lady  of  an  un- 
certain age,  to  the  lad  who  was  carry- 
ing the  bell. 
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"Three  children,  ma'am,  who  be- 
longs to  a  poor  woman  what  lives  in 
the  alley  back  here ;  and  she  is  queer 
and  sorry  with  grief  at  the  loss  of 
them.  Have  you  seen  them,  anyhow? 
There's  a  little  girl  and  two  boys. 
The  littlest  boy  is  only  two  year  old. 
Won't  you  be  plazed,  ma'am,  if  ye 
should  meet  them,  to  bring  them  back 
to  Allen's  alley  ?" 

"  Think  I've  nothing  to  do  but  run 
the  streets  with  beggar  brats  ?  It 
would  be  well  if  a  few  more  were 
lost." 

Ding,  dong!  ding,  dong!  again  went 
the  bell,  and  continued  to  give  notice 
of  the  loss  of  the  children,  until  the 
little  boy  who  carried  it  returned, 
bringing  the  sad  tidings  to  the  poor 
mother  that  there  was  no  word  yet 
of  her  wandering  ones. 

But  it  is  time  I  should  inform  you 
who  these  children  were 
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About  one  week  before  the  time  of 
which  I  write,  a  poor  Irish  woman, 
with  three  little  children,  arrived  in 
Pittsburgh  on  the  emigrant  cars  that 
came  from  Philadelphia.  Her  name 
was  O'Riley.  Her  husband  had  come 
to  this  country  one  year  before  her. 
He  was  an  honest,  industrious  man, 
and  loved  his  family  with  all  the 
ardor  his  warm  Irish  heart  was  ca- 
pable of.  It  was  very  hard  for  him 
to  leave'  them  behind  when  he  left 
Ireland  and  came  across  the  sea  to 
America,  but  he  had  no  alternative. 
If  he  had  had  money,  he  would  have 
brought  them  with  him;  but  he  was 
very  poor.  It  was  poverty  that  drove 
him  from  his  own  land  ;  he  was  will- 
ing to  work,  but  could  not  get  work 
to  do.  For  some  time  he  had  hardly 
been  able  to  keep  his  wife  and  little 
ones   from  starving.     One  day,  as  he 
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was  about  returning  home  from  the 
city  of  Dublin,  where  he  had  been  all 
day  vainly  looking  for  work,  he  stood 
leaning  against  the  side  of  a  house, 
Ms  arms  folded,  and  seeming  the  per- 
sonification of  despair,  as  he  thought 
how  could  he  go  home  with  nothing 
to  take  to  his  poor  starving  family. 
As  lie  was  thus  leaning,  a  gentleman 
passing  by  noticed  his  dejected  mien, 
and  kindlv  accosted  him  : 

"What's  the  matter,  my  friend? 
You  seem  to  be  in  trouble." 

"  That's  no  lie,  yer  honor,  for  shure 
and  I  am  in  throuble.  I  left  a  wife 
and  three  bairns  at  home,  and  noth- 
ing for  them  to  ate;  and  all  day  I 
have  been  searching  for  work,  "but 
sorry  a  bit  could  I  git.  Och !  Och !  I 
could  bear  the  hunger  meself,  though 
I've  tasted  nary  bite  since  yesterday 
mornin' ;  but  to  have  to  see  mv  wife 
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and   bairns   starve   before   me    eyes, 
that's  the  thrial,  yer  honor." 

"  If  you  can't  get  work  here,  my 
friend,  why  do  you  not  go  to  America  ? 
There  you  can  get  plenty  of  work, 
and  be  well  paid  for  it." 

"  I'm  the  boy  that  would  gladly  go, 
if  I  could  git  there  ;  but  you  see  it 
takes  money,  and  I  have  none?" 
"What  is  your  name?" 
"Dan  O'Riley,  yer  honor." 
f*I  think,  Mr.  O'Riley,  I  can  aid 
you  in  getting  to  America,  if  you 
desire  to  go ;"  said  Rev.  Mr.  Stewart, 
(for  he  it  was  who  had  been  talking  to 
Mr.  O'Riley,  and  who  was  chaplain 
on  board  the  ship  Bald  Eagle.)  "Cap- 
tain Prentiss,  who  is  a  very  benevo- 
lent man,  will,  I  think,  give  you  an 
opportunity  to  work  your  passage 
over  on  his  ship.  It  is  to  sail  in 
three  days  from  this  time ;  could  you 
be  ready  to  go?" 

2* 
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"Arrah!  vis,  that  I  could.  But 
what  will  my  wife  and  bairnies  do?" 

"Well,  Mr.  O'Riley,  go  and  tell 
your  wife  about  it,  and  here  is  enough 
(giving  him  a  pound  note,)  for  you  to 
buy  bread  for  them  at  present;  and 
it  will  not  be  long  after  you  get  to 
America  before  you  can  earn  as  much 
as  will  bring  them  all  over  to  you." 

"  May  the  blessings  of  all  the  holy 
saints  be  on  yer  honor." 

It  was  with  a  light  heart  Mr. 
O'Riley  sought  his  home.  Before 
leaving  Dublin,  he  had  bought  a  sup- 
ply of  provisions,  such  as  had  not 
been  seen  by  the  family  of  Dan 
O'Riley  for  a  long  time.  His  wife 
met  him,  and  could  hardly  believe 
the  evidence  of  her  senses  when  her 
husband  related  the  good  fortune  that 
had  befallen  him  since  he  left  home 
in  the  morning. 
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After  they  all  had  partaken  of  as 
much  supper  as  they  could  eat,  Dan 
and  his  Nora  talked  over  the  plan  of 
his  going  to  America.  He  told  her 
all  that  had  passed  between  himself 
and  Mr.  Stewart ;  how  he,  Mr.  Stew- 
art, was  going  to  speak  a  good  word 
for  him  to  the  captain  ;  and  he  must 
go  to  Dublin  the  next  day  to  see  the 
captain,  and  if  he  agreed  to  take  him, 
he  would  have  to  leave  home  for 
America  in  two  days.  Long  they  sat 
talking  it  over. 

There  was  not  much  preparation  to 
make.  Dan's  wardrobe  consisted  of 
one  shirt,  besides  the  clothing  he  had 
on. 

The  next  morning,  Nora  and  her 
children  accompanied  the  husband 
and  father  for  some  miles  on  his  way. 
Nora's  heart  was  full,  but  she  tried  to 
keep  up,  and  by  appearing  cheerful 
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make  it  easier  for  her  husband  to 
leave. 

But  now  they  have  reached  the 
place  where  they  must  part,  and  good- 
by  must  be  spoken.  Dan  folded  his 
Nora  to  his  bosom,  and  kissed  his 
dear  children  again  and  again ;  and 
as  they  wept,  he  tried  to  cheer  them 
with  the  promise  that,  if  God  should 
spare  his  life,  he  would  send  money  to 
bring  them  all  over  in  the  course  of  a 
year. 

"  Then,  Nora,  mavourneen,"  he  said, 
as  he  pressed  upon  her  lips  the  part- 
ing kiss,  "I  hope  you  and  thedarlints 
will  niver  again  be  in  want  of  food.'' 

Mr.  Stewart  had  spoken  to  Captain 
Prentiss  about  O'Kiley,  and  the  cap- 
tain had  agreed  to  take  him  ;  so  that 
when  Dan  made  his  appearance,  he 
found  he  had  nothing  to  do  but  go 
on  board  the  ship.     The  wind  being 


OR,    HENRY   AND    HIS    TORCH.  13 

favorable  and  the  vessel  all  ready, 
they  sailed  the  afternoon  of  that  day. 

Dan  did  not  forget  his  promise  to 
his  Nora.  It  was  but  nine  months 
from  the  time  he  left  home,  when  one 
day  she  had  sent  Jimmy,  her  oldest 
child,  to  the  post-office  to  see  if  there 
was  not  a  letter  from  Dan.  She 
thought  while  her  son  was  away  she 
would  beguile  the  time  by  working  in 
her  little  patch  of  potatoes.  Mrs. 
0' Riley  had  not  been  long  at  work 
when  she  heard  her  Jimmy  calling 
out  to  her,  and  running  as  fast  as  he 
could — "Oh,  mammy,  mammy,  here 
is  a  letter  from  dad." 

Sure  enough  there  it  was,  and  in  it 
means  to  take  her  and  her  children  to 
her  dear  husband. 

In  the  letter  he  told  her  how  fortu- 
nate he  had  been  since  his  arrival  in 
America.     When  he  got  to  New  York, 
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he  met  an  old  friend  who  advised  him 
to  go  with  him  and  he  could  get  him 
work  without  delay,  in  some  iron 
works  near  Pittsburgh.  His  friend, 
Mr.  Murphy,  had  been  working  there 
some  time,  and  he  kindly  advanced 
0' Riley  the  means  that  would  enable 
him  to  go.  Mr.  Smith,  the  proprietor 
of  the  works,  employed  him  at  once, 
on  the  recommendation  of  Mr.  Mur- 
phy, and  thus  he  had  been  able  to 
earn  enough  to  send  for  his  family 
much  sooner  than  he  had  expected. 

Mrs.  0' Riley  resolved  to  go  in  the 
ship  Ariel,  which  was  to  leave  Dublin 
for  America  in  two  days.  She  had 
heard  of  it  from  a  neighbor,  who  was 
going  over  in  it.  When  Jimmy  heard 
they  were  to  sail  so  soon,  he  said, 
"What  will  we  do  with  all  these  pra- 
ties, mammy?" 

; 'Jimmy,  dear,  you  may  run  over 
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to  granny  O'Connor  and  tell  her  that 
if  she'll  send  Bridget  over  you'll  help 
her  dig  them  up,  and  she  shall  have 
them.  Poor  soul!  she'll  be  glad  to 
git  them." 

Jimmy  did  as  he  was  bid,  and 
Brigdet  returned  with  him,  bringing 
a  great  basket,  and  soon  they  had  the 
potatoes  all  up.  They  had  but  little 
preparation  to  make.  The  potatoes 
were  disposed  of,  and  the  kind  fare- 
wells had  been  spoken  by  all  the 
neighbors,  and  now  they  were  on  their 
way  to  Dublin.  As  soon  as  they 
reached  there,  they  embarked  on  the 
Ariel.  How  happy  Mrs.  O'BAley  felt 
when  she  found  they  were  really  on 
their  way  to  meet  her  dear  husband ! 

They  had  a  very  stormy  passage. 
The  captain  and  all  on  board  thought 
they  would  be  lost,  that  the  ship 
would  certainly  be  dashed  to  pieces. 


16  THE  LOST  children: 


so  dreadful  were  the  storms  they 
encountered.  But  they  were  spared 
to  reach  America,  and  after  a  long 
and  dangerous  j)assage  they  landed 
in  Philadelphia. 

After  paying  for  the  passage  of 
herself  and  children  to  Pittsburgh, 
where  her  husband  had  promised  to 
meet  her,  she  had  barely  enough 
money  to  buy  a  little  bread  and  cheese 
for  them  to  eat  on  their  journey  out. 
Mr.  O'Biley  thought  that  the  money 
he  sent  them  would  not  be  more  than 
enough  to  pay  their  passage  over  the 
sea,  but  promised  that  she  should 
receive  another  letter  when  she  reach- 
ed Philadelphia,  with  money  to  bring 
them  out  to  Pittsburgh  ;  but  on  in- 
quiring she  found  that  there  was  no 
letter  for  her  in  the  post-office.  She 
felt  disappointed,  but  as  she  had 
enough   to   pay   their  fare    out,    she 
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thought  she  could  do  without  eating 
if  she  could  only  see  her  dear  husband 
in  a  few  days. 

How  often  would  the  children  ea- 
gerly inquire  of  her,  "  Mammy,  will 
we  soon  see  daddy,  now?"  "How 
much  further  is  it  to  Pittsburgh?" 
Then  would  little  Kathleen  say,  "I 
think,  mammy,  daddy  won't  know  wee 
bub;  do  you  think  he  will  ?" 

"jNiiver  fear  but  daddy  will  know 
yez  all,  me  jewels;  won't  his  heart 
tell  him  who  yez  are?  and  isn't  wee 
bub  the  born  image  of  hisself  ?  But 
before  this  time  to-morrow  we  will  all 
be  with  him." 

Alas !  alas !  that  such  fond  antici- 
pations should  not  be  realized.  Little 
did  Mrs.  O'Biley  know  of  the  cup  of 
bitterness  that  was  awaiting  her  arri- 
val. But  we  will  reserve  the  account 
of  it  for  the  next  chapter. 
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CHAPTER    II. 

"  Aye  !  idleness!  the  rich  folks  never  fail 
To  find  some  reason  why  the  poor  deserve 
Their  miseries." 

The  day  Mrs.  O'Riley  reached  Pitts- 
burgh it  rained  hard,  giving  to  the 
city  a  most  dismal  appearance.  When 
she  p*ot  out  of  the  cars,  she  anxiously 
looked  around,  expecting  to  see  her 
husband,  but  he  was  not  there.  What 
was  she  to  do  ?  how  could  she  find 
him  ?  she  a  stranger  in  a  strange 
land.  As  she  looked  around,  hoping 
almost  against  hope  to  see  some  fa- 
miliar face,  she  observed  standing  near 
her  a  man  whom  from  his  general 
appearance  she  at  once  knew  to  be  a 
countryman  of  her  own.  She  ap- 
proached him,  and  timidly  inquired 
if  he  knew  a  man  by  the  name  of 
Dan  O'Riley  ? 
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*  Did  he  come  from  near  Dublin  ? 
and  was  he  a  short,  thick-set  man  ? 
and  had  he  hair  the  color  of  the  rising 
sun  ?" 

"Yis,  he  was  from  near  Dublin. 
I'm  his  wife,  and  them's  his  childer. 
We  jist  came  the  day  from  Philadel- 
phy.  I  expected  him  to  mate  me 
here,  but  I  see  nothing  of  him.  If  ye 
could  direct  me  where  I  could  find 
him,  I  will  be  foriver  obleeged  to  ye." 

"  Och !  Och  !  may  the  Lord  have 
pity  on  ye.  It's  me  that  did  know 
Dan  0'  Riley.  Shure  we  worked  to- 
gether for  ten  months,  and  many's 
the  night  him  and  me  sat  up  till  the 
cock  crew,  talking  about  the  pretty 
wife  and  bairnies  he'd  left  in  the  ould 
country.  Many  an  hour  he  worked 
when  he  should  have  been  sleeping, 
but  he  was  so  eager  to  send  for  his 
family.     Och!  but  he  was  the  happy 
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man  when  he  had  earned  enough  to 
bring  them  over.  He  said,  says  he  to 
me,  after  he  had  sent  for  yez,  6  Mur- 
phy, when  ye  see  my  wife  and  bairns 
ye'll  see  the  prettiest  woman  and  the 
loveliest  bairns  ye  iver  set  eyes  on." 

"Do  tell  me  where  I  can  find  him, 
if  ye  know,  for  me  heart  is  weary  to 
see  him." 

"  Grod  help  ye,  thin,  Mrs.  O'Riley, 
for  there  is  a  bitter  thrial  afore  ye. 
Dan  can  meet  ye  no  more  in  this 
world.  Poor  crathur  !  me  heart  sor- 
rows for  ye.  Ye  are  a  widder  in  a 
strange  land." 

Poor  Mrs.  O'Riley  sank  down  faint 
and  heart-broken  at  this  sad  intel- 
ligence. The  kind-hearted  Irishman 
wept  with  her.  He  got  her  a  little 
water  to  drink,  which  revived  her. 
He  then  did  all  in  his  power  to 
console  her.     He  took  her  and  her 
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children  to  the  house  of  a  respectable 
widow  woman,  with  whom  he  was 
acquainted.  He  knew  she  had  a  room 
to  let  that  Mrs.  OvRiley  could  get. 
After  reaching  the  house,  he  found, 
in  conversing  with  Mrs.  O'Riley,  that 
she  was  entirely  destitute;  that  she 
had  had  barely  enough  to  bring  them 
out  from  Philadelphia ;  and  he  told 
Mrs.  Moon,  (the  landlady,)  that  he 
would  pay  the  first  month's  rent,  and 
he  hoped  by  that  time  she  would  be 
able  to  get  work  that  would  enable  her 
to  get  along  comfortably.  He  had 
with  him  but  fifty  cents  ;  that  he  gave 
to  Mrs.  O'Riley  to  buy  food  for  herself 
and  her  children. 

Mrs.  O'Riley  learned  from  Mr. 
Murphy  that  about  a  month  after  her 
husband  had  sent  money  to  bring 
them  over,  Mr.  Smith  had  been  obli- 
ged to  close  his  works  on  account  of 
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the  great  depression  in  the  financial 
concerns  of  the  country.  He  was 
unable  fully  to  pay  off  his  hands 
what  he  was  indebted  to  them.  Dan 
came  into  town  hoping  to  get  some 
employment.  When  there  he  found 
that  several  coal  boats  were  going 
down  the  river  to  Cincinnati,  and 
below  it,  and  on  application  got  work 
on  one  of  them.  He  thought  he 
would  have  time  to  go  and  be  back 
long  before  his  wife  and  children 
would  arrive,  and  would  have  made  a 
nice  sum  of  money  to  procure  com- 
forts for  them.  When  the  boats  were 
a  few  miles  below  Cincinnati,  there 
arose  a  sudden  and  severe  storm,  and 
three  of  the  boats  were  dashed  to 
pieces.  The  one  on  which  poor 
0' Riley  was,  was  one  of  them.  It 
was  believed  that  all  but  two  of  those 
on  board  were  drowned,  and  among 
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the  lost  was  Mr.  O'Riley.  Mr.  Mur- 
phy was  again  working  in  the  same 
iron  works.  When  leaving  Mrs. 
O'Riley  he  promised  to  speak  to  Mr. 
Smith  and  get  from  him  the  balance 
that  was  due  of  O'Riley's  wages,  and 
when  he  came  down  to  the  city  again, 
which  would  be  in  about  a  month,  he 
would  bring  it  with  him.  j 

Mrs.  O'Riley,  heart-broken  and  sad 
as  she  was,  was  obliged  (for  the  poor 
have  no  time  to  indulge  in  grief,)  to 
start  out  the  next  morning  in  search 
of  work,  for  unless  she  could  get  em- 
ployment, her  little  ones  must  starve. 
She  took  her  little  Dan,  or  "  wee  bub" 
as  they  called  him,  in  her  arms,  and 
the  other  two  children  ran  by  her  side, 
as  she  walked  all  day,  inquiring  from 
house  to  house  for  work.  As  she  went 
thus  from  door  to  door,  she  was  re- 
pulsed, and  often  her  feelings  were 
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wounded  by  remarks  such  as  the  fol- 
lowing : 

"You  poor  miserable  beggar,  what 
do  you  expect  to  do  with  three  chil- 
dren tagging  after  you?" 

"You  are  no  better  than  vou  should 
be,  or  you  wouldn't  have  to  run  round 
the  streets  looking  for  work." 

As  she  went  up  the  steps  of  a  fine- 
looking  house,  and  was  just  going  to 
ring  the  door  bell,  she  heard  a  lady 
call  out,  u  Bridget !  Bridget !  don't  let 
that  good-for-nothing  beggar  come  in 
our  front  door,  with  all  those  dirty 
children." 

No  one  had  work  for  her. 

Oh!  if  ladies  who  are  thus  applied 
to  would  be  willing  to  listen  to  the 
tale  of  woe;  and  even  if  it  was  not  in 
their  power  to  afford  them  any  relief, 
yet  if  they  would  speak  kindly,  and 
show  by  their  manner  that  they  sym- 
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pathized  with  them,  and  were  willing 
to  aid  them  if  it  were  in  their  power 
to  do  so,  what  a  balm  it  would  be  to 
their  wounded  hearts.  It  is  hard 
enough  to  be  poor  and  obliged  to 
solicit  charity,  without  having  it 
thought  you  must  necessarily  be  a 
thief  because  you  are  a  beggar.  If 
ladies  would  sometimes  go  home  with 
the  poor,  and  see  for  themselves 
whether  their  story  was  correct,  they 
would  not  only  cause  a  ray  of  sun- 
shine to  illumine  one  of  the  dwellings 
of  poverty,  but  they  would  find  they 
received  as  much  happiness  as  they 
conferred.  The  contrast  between  their 
own  comfortable  dwellings  and  the 
abodes  of  want  and  woe,  would  fill 
their  hearts  with  gratitude  to  Him 
who  maketh  them  to  differ. 

Day   after   day   Mrs.  O'Biley  had 
thus   sought  work,   and  returned   at 
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night  disappointed  and  weary.  She 
felt  afraid  to  leave  her  little  children 
at  home  alone,  lest  something  would 
happen  to  them.  Mrs.  Moon  and  her 
little  boy  were  out  daily  at  work  ; 
otherwise,  she  would  have  taken 
charge  of  the  children  while  Mrs. 
0' Riley  sought  work.  Mrs.  Moon 
was  very  kind,  but  she  too  was  poor, 
and  had  not  been  able  to  get  work  for 
a  long  time  until  the  week  that  Mrs. 
0' Riley  came.  She  and  her  children 
would  have  starved  if  Mrs.  Moon 
had  not  shared  with  them  her  own 
slender  fare. 

The  day  before  that  on  which  my 
story  begins,  Mrs.  0' Riley  having  seen 
that  Mrs.  Moon  had  not  more  than 
enough  for  herself  and  little  ones, 
would  not  take  any  from  her.  At  the 
last  place  she  went  to,  looking  for 
work,  the  lady  had  told  the  servant 


OR,    HENRY  AND   HIS   TORCH.  27 

to  give  her  what  cold  victuals  they 
had.  This  she  divided  when  she  got 
home,  leaving  a  little  for  her  children 
for  the  next  day.  She  took  none 
herself,  that  she  might  thus  provide 
for  them  on  the  morrow;  and  she 
determined  that  then  she  would  leave 
the  children  at  home,  and  go  out 
alone  to  look  for  work,  and  see  if  she 
would  be  more  successful. 

Before  starting  in  the  morning, 
she  gave  the  children  some  crusts 
of  bread,  which  she  had  put  in  the 
water  the  night  before  to  soften.  The 
children  made  their  breakfast  on 
these.  There  were  three  potatoes 
still  left,  which  she  told  Kathleen  to 
divide  between  herself  and  brothers 
for  their  dinner,  if  she  should  not  be 
at  home  by  that  time.  She  charged 
*theni  not  to  go  away,  for  fear  they 
would  be  lost  and  not  be  able  to  find 
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their   way   home    again.     She    then 
kissed  them,  and  started  once  more 
to  look  for   work.     As  she  was  un- 
incumbered  with    the   children,   she 
thought   she  would  extend  her  walk 
to  a  more  distant   part  of  the  city; 
but  she  met  with  no  better  success. 
Twelve    o'clock   struck,    and    still 
she  had  found  no  work.     What  was 
she  to  do  ?     As  she  came  out  of  the 
last  house  from  which  she  had  been 
unkindly   repulsed    by   the    servant 
(for  the   mistress   had  given  orders 
that  no  beggar  should  be   permitted 
to    come   into   her  house,)  she  sank 
down  on   the   steps,    faint   from  ex* 
haustion    and   disappointment.     She 
thought   she  was  going   to   die,  and 
what  then  would  become  of  her  poor 
children  ?  She  made  an  effort  to  rise, 
thinking  if    she  could  get  home  to 
her  poor  starving  children,  perhaps 
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Grod  would  take  them  all  out  of  this 
cold  world;  for  it  seemed  that  amidst 
all  the  abundance  she  daily  witness- 
ed, there  was  nothing  for  them.  She 
thought  there  was  nothing  now  for 
them  but  to  die.  Poor  woman !  she 
did  not  know  that  uthe  earth  is  the 
Lord's,  and  the  fullness  thereof;' '  that 
He  was  able  to  send  her  bread  from 
heaven,  if  necessary.  True,  she 
daily  prayed  to  the  Virgin  Mary  and 
the  saints,  but  she  had  never  been 
taught  to  come  to  Him  who  is  the 
fountain  of  life.  But  a  gracious  God 
was  preparing  the  way  which  should 
lead  her  to  Himself. 

Again  she  made  the  effort  to  rise, 
that  she  might  try  to  get  home.  And 
what  a  home !  nothing  in  it  but  three 
starving  children.  She  found  she 
was  unable  to  stand.  Just  as  she  had 
again  fallen    on    the    steps,   an    old 
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gentleman  dressed  in  the  Quaker  garb 
was  passing  by,  and  as  he  saw  her 
fall,  he  accosted  her  : 

"What  is  the  matter  with  thee, 
friend  ?  Has  thee  yielded  to  the 
tempter,  and  been  overcome  by  li- 
quor, or  is  thee  sick?" 

With  tears  streaming  over  her 
cheeks  at  the  thought  of  being  sus- 
pected of  such  a  fault,  she  answered, 
in  tones  of  agony : 

"If  ye  have  any  feeling,  for  the 
sake  of  the  Holy  Virgin  give  me  a 
mouthful  of  food.  I  have  had  noth- 
ing since  the  day  before  yesterday, 
and  I  am  dying  for  food." 

"Thee  must  not  do  that,  friend,  in 
a  land  of  plenty." 

Ringing  the  bell  of  the  house  from 
which  she  had  been  so  cruelly  repul- 
sed, he  said  to  the  servant  who  came 
to  the  door : 
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"Is  thy  mistress  within?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Tell  her  Samuel  Prime  would  like 
to  speak  with  her." 

Immediately  a  lady  made  her 
appearance,  and  seeing  Mr.  Prime, 
politely  invited  him  in. 

"  No,  friend  Rachel,  I  have  no  time 
to  tarry  with  thee  now.  As  I  was  on 
my  way  home,  I  saw  this  poor  woman 
sitting  on  thy  door-step,  and  find  she 
is  sick.  She  has  had  no  food  for  two 
days,  and  is  faint  and  weary.  I 
would  fain  have  taken  her  home  with 
me,  but  she  has  not  strength  to  walk 
so  far.  I  have  .stopped  to  get  thee  to 
give  her  some  dinner.  I  will  return 
this  way  and  will  hear  her  story,  and 
then  I  will  know  better  how  to  relieve 
her." 

When  Mrs.  Townly  saw  that  it  was 
the  same  woman  that  had  been  ordered 


32  THE  LOST  children; 

from  her  door  that  Mr,  Prime  now 
solicited  charity  for,  her  conscience 
bitterly  reproached  her  for  her  un- 
kindness,  and  she  now  endeavored,  by 
every  means  in  her  power,  to  make 
amends  for  her  former  harshness.  She 
called  Biddy  to  help  Mrs.  O'Biley  to 
the  kitchen,  (for  she  was  unable  to 
walk  in  by  herself,)  and  then  gave  her 
a  cup  of  tea  and  a  good  warm  dinner, 
such  as  the  poor  woman  had  never 
had  before  in  her  life. 

After  she  had  partaken  of  her  com- 
fortable repast  and  seemed  strength- 
ened by  it,  Mrs.  Townly  entered  into 
conversation  with  her.  As  Mrs. 
0' Riley  told  her  tale  of  sorrow,  and 
how,  day  after  day,  she  had  striven  to 
get  work,  but  wdthout  success,  the 
bright  eyes  of  Mrs.  Townly  were 
suffused  with  tears.  She  comforted 
the  poor  woman  by  assuring  her  that 
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from  thenceforth  she  would  see  that 
she  had  work,  and  that  her  children 
should  have  as  much  as  they  could 
eat  that  day. 

"  Blessings  on  yer  swate  face  for 
that  same  promise.  May  ye  niver 
know  what  sorrow  is  here,  and  may 
ye  have  a  soft  bed  in  heaven." 

Mr.  Prime  called  soon  after  Mrs. 
O'Riley  had  finished  her  dinner.  He 
then  had  her  relate  to  him  her  story, 
which  she  did  with  all  the  pathos 
natural  to  her  country.  He  gave  her 
a  dollar,  and  promised  to  call  to-mor- 
row to  see  her  and  try  if  he  could  not 
do  something  that  would  be  for  her 
permanent  comfort. 

Mrs.  Townly  filled  a  basket  with 
food  for  her  to  take  to  her  children. 

Mrs,  O'Eiley  bid  her  benefactors 
good-by  and  started  on  her  way, 
rejoicing  to  think  what  a  good  supper 
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she  would  be  able  to  give  her  poor 
fatherless  children.  She  had  wan- 
dered so  far  from  home  that  it  was 
with  difficulty  she  found  her  way 
back.  She  saw  the  sun  was  sinking 
behind  the  hill,  and  she  had  yet  not 
been  able  to  find  the  street  which  she 
knew  she  must  pass  before  reaching 
the  alley  where  she  resided.  She  was 
almost  beside  herself.  At  length  she 
met  a  man  whom  she  had  noticed 
passing  her  door  daily,  as  he  went  to 
his  work.  She  accosted  him,  and 
asked  if  he  could  direct  her  to  Allen's 
alley. 

"  Yes,  I  can,  for  there  I  have  lived 
for  the  last  five  years ;  and  if  ye  will 
come  along  wi'  me  I  will  take  ye  to 
the  very  place." 

She  walked  briskly  along,  thinking 
to  herself  how  glad  Kathleen,  and 
Jimmy,  and  wee  bub,  would  be  to  see 
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her  coming  home,  and  coming,  too, 
with  such  a  load  of  provisions.  But 
here  is  the  alley.  Not  very  inviting 
in  appearanee — dark,  dismal  looking 
place  —  but  it  was,  at  present,  to 
Mrs.  O'Riley  the  most  desired  spot  in 
the  city.  There  was  her  home — her 
world — for  there  were  her  children. 
Anxiously  she  looked  as  she  drew 
near  the  door,  wondering  that  she  did 
not  hear  them.  She  expected  they 
would  be  at  the  door  watching  for 
her.  Just  then  she  saw  Mrs.  Moon, 
and  asked  her  if  the  children  were  in 
her  house. 

"No."  Mrs.  Moon  said  she  thought 
they  were  with  her. 

"What  has  become  of  them?  I 
left  them  here  this  morning  when  I 
went  to  look  for  work.  Och !  Och ! 
me  darlints  !  where  are  yez  ?  Have 
I  brought  bread  to  find  no  bairns  to 
ate  it?" 
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As  soon  as  Mrs.  Moon  found  the 
children  were  not  with  their  mother, 
she  supposed  they  had  got  tired  of 
waiting  for  her  and  had  probably 
gone  out  to  look  for  her,  and  missed 
their  way.  She  went  into  the  houses 
of  her  neighbors  and  inquired  of  one 
and  another  if  they  had  seen  any- 
thing of  Mrs.  O'Riley's  children. 
But  nobody  had  seen  them  since  the 
fore  part  of  the  day.  There  was  no 
doubt,  now,  that  they  had  wandered 
off  and  were  lost.  Mrs.  Moon's  son 
and  another  little  boy  got  a  bell  and 
went  out  in  search  of  them. 

Poor  Mrs.  0' Riley  was  so  much 
distressed  she  was  incapable  of  doing 
anything  herself.  She  walked  to  and 
fro,  crying,  "My  childer !  my  childer! 
where  are  ye  ?  Shure  and  this  is  the 
hardest  thrial  of  all." 

It  was  now  night,  and  still  they 
were  not  found. 
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CHAPTER    III. 

"I  love  to  look  on  a  scene  like  this, 

Of  wild  and  careless  play, 
And  persuade  myself  that  I  am  not  old, 

And  my  locks  are  not  yet  gray ; 
For  it  stirs  the  blood  in  an  old  man's  heart, 

And  makes  his  pulses  fly, 
To  catch  the  thrill  of  a  happy  voice, 

» 

And  the  light  of  a  pleasant  eye." 


In  18 — ,  the  papers  were  filled  with 
accounts  of  the  grand  celebrations 
held  in  honor  of  the  election  of  the 
people's  candidate  to  the  highest  office 
in  their  gift.  Torchlight  processions 
seemed  the  favorite  mode  of  manifesto 
ing  their  joy.  Even  the  little  boys 
caught  the  enthusiasm.  Some  four 
or  five  might  have  been  seen,  one 
evening,  gathered  around  the  steps  of 
Mr.  Lovechild,  the  grandfather  of 
one  of  the  little  boys  in  the  group, 
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is  residence  was  in  the  lower  part 
of    Penn    street.      There    was    Cliff 
M'Creary,  Willie  Hamilton,  Sammy 
Wickliffe,  and  Albert  Neverrest.  Al- 
bert's name  seemed  hardly  suited  to 
him  at  the  time  of  which   I   write, 
although  his  aunt  had  often  told  him 
that  she  thought  his  name  was  very 
appropriate,   for   he  was    always   in 
motion;  but  now  he  sat  resting  his 
arm  upon  a  drum  which  his  grand- 
father had  brought  him  from  Phila- 
delphia, and  which  had  been  the  ad- 
miration of   the  little    boys  in    the 
neighborhood.      They,   one    and   all, 
had  wished  repeatedly  that  they  had 
such  a  good  grandfather.     Cliff  said 
he  had   begged  his  pa   to  get  him 
a  drum   like  Albert's,   but  he  only 
laughed,    and    said   he    made  noise 
enough  now,  and  if  he  had  a  drum 
they  would  hardly  be  able  to  live  in 
the  house  with  him. 
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'•Why,  pa,"  Cliff  said,  "I  think 
you  could  baar  it,  for  I  know  Albert 
plays  his  drum  as  loud  as  he  pleases 
close  beside  his  grandmother,  and  she 
don't  mind  it  one  bit.  And  his  grand- 
father teaches  him  to  play  on  the 
drum.  Oh  !  he  plays  so  beautifully. 
Why  don't  the  drum  disturb  them  ?" 

"  Because,  my  dear,"  Mr.  M'Creary 
replied,  "no  matter  what  noise  chil- 
dren make,  it  never  disturbs  grand- 
father and  grandmother." 

u  I  wish  you  were  grandfather  in- 
stead of  pa." 

Albert  had  been  entertaining  his 
friends,  playing  " Roast  Beef"  and 
"The  Dutch  Companie,"  but  now  the 
drum  was  silent,  and  all  were  eagerly 
listening  to  Cliff,  who  was  earnestly 
urging  them  to  do  something.  We 
will  step  nearer  and  hear  what  they 
have  to  say. 
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Cliff  said,  "I  heard  pa  say  there 
was  going  to  be  a  grand  torchlight 
procession  in  honor  of  the  Whig- 
victory.  Now  I  don't  see  why  we 
can't  have  one,  too.  Don't  you  think, 
boys,  we  might?" 

"Yes,"  said  Willie,  "I  think  we 
might." 

"Let's !  let's!  oh,  it  will  be  so  nice," 
broke  out  from  all  at  once.  By  this 
time  several  other  boys  had  joined 
the  group. 

"But  how  shall  we  get  money  to 
buy  the  torches?"  said  Harry  Poor,  a 
little  boy  who  had  come  just  in  time 
to  hear  the  proposition. 

"Why  our  fathers  will  give  it  to 
us,  of  course,"  said  Cliff. 

"Harry  Poor,  you  are  better  off 
than  any  of  us,  for  you  make  fifty 
cents  every  week  of  your  own,"  said 
Ned  Thoughtless. 


# 
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"  You  forget,"  answered  Harry, 
mildly,  "that  I  have  no  father,  and 
all  that  Mrs.  Adams  gives  me,  (Mrs. 
Adams  employed  Harry  to  do  chores 
for  her  after  school  was  out,  and  gave 
him  fifty  cents  a  week  for  so  doing. 
She  was  very  benevolent,  and  did  this 
in  order  to  help  his  mother,  a  poor 
widow  woman  with  several  children, 
of  whom  Harry  was  the  eldest,  and 
he  was  small.) — I  give  to  mother  to 
help  her  pay  her  rent  and  buy  coal 
for  winter.  I  cannot  give  anything. 
If  I  had  more  than  mother  needed,  I 
would  rather  take  it  to  buy  little 
brother  Joe  a  new  pair  of  shoes  for 
Christmas.  But  I  can  enjoy  seeing 
the  rest  of  you." 

"  Would  you  like  to  go  and  carry  a 
torch?"  said  Cliff. 

"Yes,  that  I  would." 

Harry  had  been  very  enthusiastic, 
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and  no  voice  caroled  the  political 
songs  of  the  day  more  joyously  than 
his. 

While  Harry  was  talking,  Albert 
had  sat  looking  very  thoughtful;  all 
at  once,  his  face  lighted  up,  and  he 
said,  "I  tell  you,  Harry,  I  will  ask 
grandfather  for  money  to  buy  you  a 
torch,  and  I  know  he  will  give  it,  for 
he  always  gives  me  money  when  I 
ask  him." 

"No,  no,  Albert,  I  don't  want  you  to 
do  so.  :  Your  grandfather  has  done 
so  much  for  mother  since  father 
died,  I  would  not  like  you  to  ask 
him  for  money  for  this.  It  is  not 
necessary  that  I  should  join  the  pro- 
cession. Mother  says  I  must  learn 
to  see  others  enjoy  themselves  with- 
out thinking  I  must  always  make  one 
of  them.  She  says  she  often  sees 
things  she  would  like  to  get  for  us, 
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if  she  were  able,  but  as  she  has  not 
the  means,  she  knows  it  is  best  we 
should  not  have  them;  for  she  says 
her  Heavenly  Father  could  give  her 
all  of  them,  if  he  saw  it  was  best  she 
should  have  them." 

The  little  bo}^s  now  began  to  calcu- 
late what  means  they  could  raise 
among  themselves  for  furnishing  the 
torches.  Cliff  said  his  father  owed 
him  fifty  cents  for  taking  medicine 
when  he  was  sick.  Sam,  and  Willie, 
and  Frank,  and  Ned,  all  had  money. 
Albert  said  his  grandfather  owed  him 
some,  but  he  did  not  know  how  much, 
though  he  thought  it  was  a  good  deal, 
for  he  had  promised  him  a  sixpence 
every  time  he  would  take  a  nap  in 
the  afternoon. 

I  suppose  my  little  readers  will 
think  that  was  very  funny ;  but  Al- 
bert had  been  very  sick,  and  it  was 
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important  that  he  should  sleep  as 
much  as  possible.  His  grandfather, 
to  induce  him  to  do  so,  had  promised 
to  pay  him  for  it. 

Little  Jimmy  Fowler,  who  was 
very  fond  of  sleeping,  laughed  out, 
and  said,  "Why,  my  father  pays  me 
a  sixpence  for  getting  up.  He  says 
he  will  give  me  one  every  morning 
that  I  get  up  at  six,  from  now  until 
Christmas." 

"Then  you'll  have  plenty  of  mo- 
ney," said  Harry. 

"  I  don't  know  whether  I  will.  It 
is  so  hard  to  get  up.  I  would  rather 
sleep.  Aunty  says  I  ought  to  get  up, 
for  I  would  have  so  much  money  by 
Christmas,  and  I  might  do  so  much 
good  with  it." 

After  talking  for  some  time  longer, 
the  matter  seemed  to  be  settled,  and 
if  it  met  with  the  approbation  of  their 
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parents,  they  would  have  the  torch- 
light procession.  They  then  parted, 
with  the  understanding  that  each 
little  boy  was  to  ask  his  parents,  and 
the  next  evening  they  were  all  to 
meet  again  at  the  same  place,  viz. 
Mr.  Lovechild's  steps.  Before  part- 
ing, Albert  again  said  to  Harry  Poor, 
"I  mean  to  ask  grandfather  to  give 
you  a  torch,  Harry,  and  I  know  he 
will.  I  should  be  so  sorry  for  you 
not  to  be  able  to  join  the  procession.'' 
Harry's  mother  had  lost  her  hus- 
band about  one  year  before  this  time. 
Previous  to  that,  Harry's  every  wish 
had  been  gratified,  for  his  father  had 
been  foolishly  indulgent  to  his  chil- 
dren, not  being  able  to  refuse  them 
anything  that  was  in  his  power  to 
give.  Their  mother  was  more  judi- 
cious. Their  father  had  been  in  deli- 
cate health  for  many  years,  but  was 
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able,  nevertheless,  to  provide  amply 
for  his  family.  Mrs.  Poor  knew  if  he 
was  taken  from  them  they  would  have 
nothing,  and  she  would  be  obliged 
to  exert  herself  for  their  support. 

The  next  evening,  according  to 
agreement,  these  little  boys  met  on 
Mr.  Lovechild's  steps.  They  were  all 
anxious  that  Harry  Poor  should  be 
one  of  the  torch-bearers.  Harry  Poor 
was  not  able  to  meet  with  them  until 
half  an  hour  later  than  the  rest,  as 
Mrs.  Adams  had  more  than  usual  for 
him  to  do  that  evening. 

Before  he  came,  Cliff  told  them  how 
Harry  would  be  able  to  be  one  of  their 
number.  Cliff  had  a  little  cousin,  liv- 
ing at  his  father's,  who  was  quite  lame. 
He  was  not  able  to  join  in  any  of  the 
sports  with  the  other  boys.  He  found 
his  greatest  amusement  in  reading. 
He  was  passionately  fond  of  natural 
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history,  and  had  been  saving  up  his 
money  that  he  might  go  to  a  mena- 
gerie which  was  to  be  in  Pittsburgh 
in  a  few  weeks.  Then  he  hoped  to 
have  his  curiosity  gratified  by  the 
sight  of  a  white  bear  which  was  to 
be  there,  and  which  he  was  very 
anxious  to  see,  as  well  as  many  other 
animals  that  he  had  read  about. 
When  he  heard  Cliff  tell  his  father 
about  Harry  Poor,  he  thought  to 
himself,  "  Now,  I  might  give  Cliff 
what  I  have  been  saving  to  take  me 
to  the  menagerie.  It  would  be  enough 
to  get  a  torch  for  Harry  and  a  pair  of 
shoes  for  his  little  brother.  I  will 
just  giver  it  for  that,  and  I  may  be 
able,  perhaps,  to  see  the  bear  and 
other  animals  the  next  time  the  me- 
nagerie comes  this  way. "  He  called 
Cliff  to  him,  and  told  him  there  was 
money  to  buy  a  torch  for  Harry  at 
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the  same^time  he  got  his,  "and  then, 
Cliff,"  he  said,  "do  you  give  Harry  the 
rest  of  the  money  to  buy  a  pair  of 
shoes  for  his  little  brother.' ' 

The  boys  were  delighted  when  they 
heard  this  from  Cliff,  for  they  all  loved 
Harry,  he  was  such  a  noble,  generous 
boy,  one  who  never  thought  of  him- 
self if  he  could  do  a  kindness  for 
another.  Many  a  kind  act  he  had 
done  for  each  of  the  little  ones  pres- 
ent and  now  they  felt  they  could 
hardly  enjoy  their  procession  if  he 
were  not  of  their  number.  As  Cliff 
finished  relating  this  instance  of  his 
cousin's  generosity,  Harry  came  up, 
but  nothing  was  to  be  said  to  him 
about  it  until  the  evening  of  the 
parade.  Cliff  and  Frank  were  ap- 
pointed a  committee  to  wait  on  Mr. 
Lovechild,  and  get  him  to  make  their 
purchases  for  them,  as  he  could  do  it 


OR,    HENRY   AND   HIS   TORCH,  i  49 

to  better  advantage.  They  had  found 
out  long  since  that  he  was  the  one  to 
apply  to.  At  their  last  celebration, 
which  was  on  the  Fourth  of  July,  he 
had  presented  each  of  the  little  boys 
with  a  soldier's  cap  and  feathers.  Mrs. 
Lovechild  had  made  epaulets  and  a 
sash  for  Albert,  and  when  the  little 
boys  saw  them  they  were  so  delighted 
with  them  they  sent  a  petition  to  Mrs. 
Lovechild,  asking  if  she  would  be  so 

• 

very  kind  as  to  make  the  same  for 
them.  As  she  was  very  fond  of  chil- 
dren, and  it  gave  her  great  pleasure 
to  do  anything  that  would  make  her 
little  Albert  and  his  friends  happy, 
she  made  the  epaulets  and  sashes  for 
them,  and  they  had  a  grand  celebra- 
tion. 

On  the  evening  the  torchlight  pro- 
cession was  to  take  place,  Cliff  and 
Frank  were  to  take  the  torches  round 
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to  the  little  boys  before  dark.  Then 
as  soon  as  it  was  dark  they  were  each 
to  light  their  torch  and  proceed  to  the 
place  of  meeting,  in  front  of  Mr. 
Lovechild's  house.  Cliff  was  to  take 
one  to  Harry  and  at  the  same  time 
leave  the  money  for  little  Joe's  shoes. 
The  matter  was  all  settled. 

Old  Time  seemed  very  slow  in  his 
movements,  to  those  little  boys,  but 
the  day  at  last  arrived,  and  all  things 
were  ready  for  the  procession. 


OR,   HENRY   AND   HIS  TORCH.  51 


CHAPTER    IV. 

"Even  a  child  is  known  by  his  doings,  whether  his 
work  be  pure  and  whether  it  be  right." 

After  Mrs.  0' Riley  left  home,  on 
the  day  before  mentioned,  to  look  for 
work,  Jimmy  and  Kathleen  amused 
themselves  and  "wee  bub"  by  play- 
ing around  the  door.  Thus  they  got 
along  very  well  until  "wee  bub"  got 
very  hungry ;  and  as  they  had  only 
three  potatoes  to  divide  between 
them,  it  was  not  very  long  until  they 
all  felt  the  cravings  of  hunger.  They 
had  no  expectation  of  getting  more 
food  before  their  mother  returned. 
Jimmy  and  Kathleen  tried  to  quiet 
their  little  brother,  but  it  was  all  in 
vain,  until  the  poor  little  fellow  cried 
himself  to  sleep.     There  he  lay  upon 
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the  floor,  his  brother  and  sister  on 
each  side  of  him,  their  cheeks  wet 
with  the  tears  they  were  no  longer 
able  to  restrain. 

Jimmy  spoke  and  said  to  his  sister, 
"Kathleen,  you  bide  here  with  'wee 
bub,'  and  I  will  go  and  try  to  find 
mammy.     I'm  afeared  she's  lost." 

"  Oh,  don't  go,  Jimmy.  What  can 
me  and  'wee  bub'  do  if  ye  lave  us  all 
alone  by  ourselves  ? "  and  she  began 
to  cry  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

Jimmy  sat  down  beside  her,  and 
affectionately  put  his  arm  around  her. 
For  some  time  he  was  silent,  not 
knowing  what  to  do.  At  last  he  said 
to  his  sister,  "Don't  cry,  mavour- 
neen,  we  will  wait  here  till  '  wee  bub' 
wakens,  and  then  if  mammy  is  not 
home  by  that  time  we  will  all  go  to* 
gether  to  look  for  her." 

Kathleen  dried  her  tears,  and  the 
two   sat  patiently  waiting  for  their 
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little  brother  to  waken.  Poor  little 
child !  it  would  have  made  your  heart 
ache  to  hear  him  as  the  gnawings  of 
hunger  made  him  moan  in  his  sleep. 
At  last  he  wakened,  crying.  Jimmy 
lifted  him  up,  and  with  him  in  his 
arms  and  Kathleen  by  his  side,  they 
started  out  in  search  of  their  mother. 
They  wandered  about  until  the 
long  shadows  told  them  day  was 
declining.  Their  search  had  been  in 
vain,  and  as  they  saw  that  night  was 
approaching,  they  turned  their  steps 
homeward.  They  wandered  on,  but 
could  not  find  their  home.  They  were 
completely  bewildered.  Their  little 
brother  would  no  longer  be  pacified. 
Hunger  overcame  every  other  feeling. 
The  children  were  faint  and  weary, 
and  knew  not  which  way  to  turn  to 
find  their  home.  At  last  they  ven- 
tured to  ask  a  man,  whom  they  saw 
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coming  near  them,  if  he  would  be  so 
kind    as  to  direct  them    to  Allen's 
alley.     He  told  them  to  go  on  until 
they  came  to  the   next  corner,  and 
then  they  must  turn  to  the  right,  and 
walk  down    toward    the    river,  and 
they  would   see  a  little  shop  where 
cakes   and   candy  were  sold,   and  if 
they    asked    there,  the    old   woman 
would  show  them  the  alley.     Jimmy 
had  put  his  little  brother  down  out 
of  his  arms  whilst  he  was  talking  to 
the  man,  and  it  was  with  great  diffi- 
culty he  lifted  him  up  to  go  on  again. 
Again  they  started  on  their  weari- 
some way.    The  lamps  were  all  light- 
ed in  the  street  they  were  in,  but  as 
they  turned   the  corner  of  the  next 
street,  as  they  had  been  directed  to 
do  by  the  man,  they  found  it  all  dark. 
There  were  no  lamps  on  this  street, 
and  how  they  were  to  find  their  way 
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they  did  not  know.  Jimmy  said  to 
Kathleen,  "I  can  carry  'wee  bub'  no 
further,"  and  sat  down  and  took  him 
on  his  lap.  Kathleen  sat  down  be- 
side him,  and  they  wept  together. 

They  had  been  sitting  but  a  short 
time,  when  a  little  boy  came  along 
very  fast,  carrying  a  torch.  As  he 
came  up  he  nearly  stumbled  over  the 
children.  When  he  saw  how  they 
were  crying,  he  stopped  and  kindly 
asked  them  what  was  the  matter.  It 
was  Harrv  Poor,  who  was  hastening 
to  join  the  procession.  He  was  late; 
but  although  it  was  after  the  time 
that  he  expected  to  meet  his  friends, 
when  he  saw  these  poor  children 
alone,  and  heard  their  tale  of  woe, 
his  kind  heart  would  not  be  satisfied 
unless  he  had  assisted  them  to  find 
their  home.  They  told  him  they 
wanted  to  go  to  Allen's  alley,  as  that 
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was  where  their  mother  lived.  Harry 
knew  well  where  it  was,  for  he  had 
often  accompanied  his  mother  when 
she  visited  some  poor  families  who 
lived  there. 

How  his  kind  and  cheerful  voice 
encouraged  the  children,  as  he  told 
them  not  to  cry  any  more,  for  he 
would  go  with  them  and  light  them 
with  his  torch.  What  was  their 
horror,  as  they  got  up  to  go  with 
Harry,  to  find  they  had  been  sitting 
close  by  a  deep  vault,  which  had  been 
dug  that  day,  and  which  the  worfimen 
had  neglected  to  cover.  If  they  had 
gone  on  in  the  dark,  they  would  all, 
probably,  have  been  precipitated  into 
it,  and  perhaps  killed. 

Oh  how  bright  did  everything  look 
to  the  lost  children,  as  the  light  from 
Harry's  torch  fell  on  all  around.  His 
kind  voice  encouraged  them  so  that 
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they  forgot  their  fatigue ;  and  as 
they  came  near  the  alley,  which  they 
recognized  at  once,  their  joy  was  un- 
bounded. They  had  not  proceeded 
very  far  up  the  alle}^  when  whom  did 
thev  meet,  but  their  own  mother  ! 
With  what  feelings  of  delight  did  she 
clasp  her  darlings  to  her  heart. 

When  Mrs.  Moon's  son  returned, 
and  reported  that  he  could  gain  no 
tidings  of  her  children,  as  he  had  just 
at  dark,  Mrs.  0' Riley  thought  she 
would  go  herself  and  make  one  more 
search  for  them  ;  but  as  she  had  failed, 
she  had  just  turned  into  the  alley  on 
her  way  to  her  desolate  home,  when 
she  thought  she  heard  children's 
voices.  Standing  a  moment  to  listen, 
she  heard  Jimmy  say,  "Now,  wee 
bubby,  we  will  soon  be  home." 

Henry  wept  as  he  witnessed  their 
re-union.    His  affectionate  heart  could 

6* 
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truly  sympathize  with  them.  He  ac- 
companied them  to  their  house,  and 
there  their  neighbors  all  gathered  in 
to  rejoice  with  the  poor  widow  whose 
children  had  been  lost  but  now  were 
found.  How  happy  Harry  felt  to 
think  he  had  been  able  to  bring 
them  home.  His  mother  had  thought 
that  he  was  almost  too  small  to  carry 
a  torch,  bub  she  was  mistaken.  He 
had  been  able  to  carry  it,  and  it  had 
cast  a  light  all  along  that  dark  alley, 
and  had  enabled  these  little  children 
to  find  their  way  home. 

It  was  very  late  when  he  joined  his 
companions.  He  met  the  procession 
some  distance  up  the  street,  and  as  he 
approached  them,  he  could  not  help 
but  admire  the  brilliant  appearance 
they  presented.  They  halted  for  a 
moment,  as  Harry  came  up  to  them. 
He  explained  in  a  few  words  what  had 
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kept  him,  and  then  he  joined  them 
and  they  proceeded  on  their  way. 

As  they  were  all  little  boys,  they 
had  permission  to  go  only  along  those 
streets  where  their  parents  resided. 
Albert  was  not  well  enough  to  join 
them,  bat  he  had  lent  them  his  Phila- 
delphia drum.  And  now  they  march 
along  the  street  where  Harry  met  the 
lost  children.  How  he  shuddered  as 
he  again  saw  the  vault,  and  thought 
how  very  near  those  little  ones  had 
been  to  losing  their  lives.  His 
thoughts  followed  them  up  to  their 
•  home,  and  he  could  not  help  contrast- 
ing their  home  and  his.  He  had 
everything  to  make  him  comfortable, 
while  he  could  not  see  that  thev  had 
anything  to  make  them  so. 

As  the  procession  of  little  boys 
passed  along,  not  only  the  street,  but 
the  alleys,  both  sides,  and  every  nook 
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and  corner,  were  illuminated  by  the 
brilliant  light  of  their  torches. 

As  I  looked  upon  that  procession, 
and  saw  that  the  light  reflected  from 
their  torches  made  even  the  darkest 
spots  in  that  alley  look  bright,  I 
thought  to  myself,  Oh !  if  those  little 
boys  were  all  Christians,  and  were 
willing  to  follow  the  example  of  their 
blessed  Saviour,  who  when  he  was 
upon  earth  went  about  doing  good, 
how  delightful  it  would  be.  How 
many  they  might  induce  to  come  to 
that  dear  Saviour  who  has  said, 
"Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto 
me,  and  forbid  them  not." 

Now,  my  dear  little  boys  who  may 
read ;  this  story,  will  you  not  give 
your  hearts  to  the  Saviour,  and  ask 
him  to  enable  you  to  bring  others  to 
him? 

Perhaps  you  may  think  you  are  too 
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little  to  do  anything.  I  think  I  hear 
one  and  another  little  boy  say,  as  his 
eye  runs  over  these  pages,  "What  can 
I  do  ?  such  a  little  boy!  When  I  am  a 
man,  then  I  can  do  something."  My 
dear  little  boy,  you  may  never  live  to 
be  a  man.  1  know  there  is  not  one  of 
you,  who,  if  you  would  go  out  to  the 
cemetery  and  look  around,  would  not 
find  many  graves  shorter  than  you. 
Harry  was  very  small ;  so  small,  you 
know  I  told  you  his  mother  thought 
he  could  not  carry  a  torch,  but  you 
see  he  did,  and  by  the  light  of  it  led 
these  little  lost  children  to  their 
homes,  and  restored  them  to  their 
sorrowing  mother.  He  was  witness, 
too,  of  the  rejoicing  of  the  neighbors 
over  their  return.  We  are  told  in 
the  Bible,  God's  Holy  Book,  that  "in 
heaven  the  angels  rejoice  over  one 
sinner  that  repenteth." 
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Now,  if  each  of  the  clear  little  bovs 
who  read  this  was  a  Christian,  and 
loved  Jesus,  he  would  wish  others  to 
love  him  too.  Would  vou  not  have 
been  happy  to  have  been  in  Harry's 
place;  to  have  been  able  to  restore 
those  poor  little  lost  children  to 
their  mother?  Yes!  I  am  sure 
you  would.  Now,  I  want  to  tell  you 
that  there  are  millions,  many  millions 
of  lost  children  in  the  world,  who  are 
in  darkness  far  greater  than  that 
which  surrounded  the  little  0' Riley s, 
and  who  are  in  danger — not  of  falling 
into  such  a  vault  as  was  left  uncov- 
ered in  the  street  beside  those  little 
children — but  in  danger  of  falling 
into  that  pit  which  is  prepared  for  all 
who  do  not  love  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  Will  you  not  do  something 
to  show  them  their  danger?  Will 
you  not  carry  the  gospel  torch,  that 
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it  may  throw  a  light  over  their  path, 
and  warn  them  of  their  danger,  and 
guide  them  to  their  heavenly  home  ? 

Again   I   think   I    hear    you   say, 
"We  are  too  little." 

Shall  I  tell  you  what  you  are  not 
too  little  to  do  ?  I  suppose  there  is 
not  a  little  boy  who  will  read  this,  but 
sometimes  has  money  of  his  own  to 
spend,  and  who  often  spends  it  in 
cakes  and  candy,  and  various  other 
ways,  for  his  own  enjoyment.  Now, 
if  you  will  follow  the  example  of 
CliiFs  cousin,  who  instead  of  keeping 
his  money  for  his  own  enjoyment,  sent 
it  to  buy  a  torch  for  Harry — if  you 
will  do  the  same,  you  may  send  the 
gospel  torch,  or  in  other  words,  you 
may  send  the  Bible  to  those  poor 
little  children  who  are  covered  with 
heathenish  darkness ;  who  have  never 
heard  of  a  heaven  or  hell,  and  have 
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never  been  told  of  the  dear  Saviour 
who  died  to  save  them.  It  is  true, 
you  could  not  go  to  carry  the  Bible 
to  the  poor  heathen  while  you  are  so 
little,  neither  could  Cliff's  cousin  carry 
the  torch,  as  he  was  lame ;  but  you 
can  save  all  your  money  and  give  it 
to  buy  Bibles  and  send  missionaries 
to  the  poor  benighted  heathen,  and 
thus  you  might  be  instrumental  in 
doing  much  good.  Had  Cliff's  cousin 
kept  that  money  for  his  own  enjoy- 
ment, Harry  would  not  have  been 
able  to  get  a  torch  to  carry,  and 
those  little  children  might  never 
have  gotten  home. 

Now,  will  you  not,  from  this  time 
forth,  lay  by  at  least  a  portion  of 
your  spending  money,  that  you  may 
be  able  to  send  the  Bible,  the  gospel 
torch,  to  warn  the  poor  heathen  of 
their  danger !     How  greatly  you  little 
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boys  in  this  Christian  land  are 
blessed  !  Many  of  you  who  read 
these  pages,  have  Christian  parents, 
who  not  only  instruct  you  themselves, 
but  also  permit  you  to  attend  Sabbath 
school,  where  you  hear  of  the  way  of 
salvation.  Do  you,  my  dear  little 
boys,  ever  think  how  many  little 
children  there  are  in  this  city  who 
never  go  to  Sabbath  school  ?  perhaps 
spend  their  Sabbaths  in  playing  or 
roaming  about  the  streets  ?  Now,  if 
you  loved  your  Saviour,  would  you 
not  feel  anxious  to  have  others  love 
him  too  ?  Let  each  little  boy,  the 
very  first  Sabbath  after  he  reads  this 
story,  try  if  he  cannot  induce  at  least 
one  other  little  boy  to  accompany  him 
to  the  Sabbath  school.  Urge  them 
to  do  so.  Say,  "Come  thou  with  us, 
and  we  will  do  thee  good."     Can  you 
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not  form  yourselves  into  a  little  mis- 
sionary society?  Harry's  one  torch 
was  sufficient  to  cast  a  light  over  all 
the  alleys  as  he  passed  along,  but  how 
much  more  light  was  given  when  the 
whole  procession  passed !  Just  so  it 
would  be  if  the  little  boys  who  read 
this  form  themselves  into  a  society. 
By  this  means  they  may  send  many 
Bibles  to  those  dark  places  of  the 
earth,  True,  if  one  little  boy  sends 
but  a  Testament,  and  six  cents  will 
buy  one,  that  will  be  like  the  one 
torch,  and  it  may  guide  many  to 
heaven. 

You  all  know  the  Bible  is  called 
"a  lamp  to  our  feet,  and  a  light  to  our 
path."  May  it  prove  such  to  all  who 
read  this  book ;  and  may  God  put  it 
into  each  of  your  hearts,  my  dear 
children,  to  do  what  you  can,  and  not 
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cease  from  doing  until  the  Sun  of 
Righteousness  shall  illumine  the 
whole  world ;  till  the  dark  places 
are  made  light  by  the  gospel  torch, 
and  the  knowledge  of  Jesus  shall 
cover  the  earth  even  as  the  waters 
cover  the  sea. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

"Oh  say  not  the  wide  world  is  lonely  and  dreary ! 

Oh  say  not  that  life  is  a  wilderness  waste ! 
There's  ever  some  comfort  in  store  for  the  weary, 

And  there's  ever  some  hope  for  the  sorrowful  breast. 

There  is  hope  for  the  lost,  for  the  lone  one's  relief, 
Which  will  beam  o'er  his  pathway  of  danger  and  fear; 

There  is  pleasure's  wild  throb,  and  the  calm  joy  of  grief; 
Oh  then  say  not  the  wide  world  is  lonely  and  drear!" 

Eaely  the  next  morning  Mr.  Prime 
was  seen  walking  along  Allen's  alley, 
looking  intently  at  each  house  as  he 
passed.  As  he  came  in  front  of  Mrs. 
Moon's,  he  saw  several  children  play- 
ing by  the  door.  He  stopped  and  in- 
quired of  them  if  they  knew  where 
friend  0' Riley  lived. 

"  Yis,  sir.  She  lives  right  in  here  ; 
and  I  be  her  boy."  Sure  enough,  it 
was  our  little  acquaintance  Jimmy. 

"  If  she's  at  home,  I  would  like  to 
see  her." 
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Mrs.  0' Riley  now  made  her  ap- 
pearance at  the  door,  and  as  she  did 
so,  Jimmy  called  out, 

"  Mammy,  here's  a  gintleman  what 
wants  to  see  you." 

Mrs.  O'Rilev  at  once  recognized  her 
kind  benefactor,  and  curtesying  to 
him,  asked  him,  a  Would  he  walk  in 
and  be  sated."  She  handed  him  a 
block  to  sit  on.  She  had  no  other 
seats  in  her  room,  and  had  but  two 
of  these.  One  of  them,  early  as  it 
was,  Mr.  Prime  found  occupied  by 
Mrs.  Poor,  Harry's  mother.  Harry 
had  given  his  mother  an  account  of 
his  adventures  the  evening  before, 
and  had  so  interested  her  by  his  de- 
scription of  Mrs.  O'Riley  and  her 
children,  that  she  determined  in  the 
morning  to  seek  her  out.  Harry  ac- 
companied his  mother  there,  and  left 
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her  listening  to  the  tale  of  trial  from 
Mrs.  O'Riley's  own  lips,  while  he 
went  on  to  Mrs.  Adams'.  As  Mr. 
Prime  arrived,  Mrs.  0' Riley  had  just 
finished  her  story.  Mrs.  Poor's  eyes 
were  suffused  with  tears  at  the  rela- 
tion of  this  tale  of  woe.  She  knew 
how  to  sympathize  with  the  bereaved 
woman,  for  she,  too,  had  been  called 
upon  to  part  with  the  husband  of  her 
youth.  But  she  knew  where  to  go 
for  that  consolation  which  the  world 
cannot  give.  She  sorrowed  not  as 
one  without  hope.  The  Lord  was 
her  "refuge  and  strength,  a  very 
present  help  in  trouble,"  and  she  had 
realized  that  though  he  cause  grief, 
yet  will  he  have  compassion,  "accord- 
ing to  the ■ multitude  of  his  mercies." 
Earnestly  did  she  strive  to  lead  Mrs. 
0' Riley  to  the  same  source  from  which 
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she  had  drawn  comfort.  But,  alas! 
poor  woman !  she  knew  of  no  such 
Saviour. 

Mr.  Prime  looked  around  on  this 
miserable  place,  destitute  of  every 
comfort,  and  thought  to  himself, 
"How  can  any  one  live  here?" 

He  requested  Mrs.  Poor  to  get  such 
things  for  Mrs  0' Riley  and  her  chil- 
dren as  they  needed  to  make  them 
comfortable,  and  directed  her  to  send 
the  bill  to  him,  and  he  would  pay  for 
them.  Before  taking  his  departure, 
he  gave  her  money  to  purchase  pro- 
vision for  them.  He  said  as  soon  as 
Jimmy  had  a  decent  suit  of  clothes, 
he  thought  he  could  give  him  employ- 
ment, and  in  a  few  days  he  would  call 
again  to  see  them. 

Mrs.  O'Riley's  heart  was  overflow- 
ing with  gratitude  for  this  great  kind- 
ness to  her. 
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After  Mr.  Prime  left,  Mrs.  Poor 
again  tried  to  lead  Mrs.  O'Riley  to 
Him  who  has  promised  to  be  a  father 
to  the  fatherless  and  the  widow's  stay, 
but  she  found  her  lamentably  igno- 
rant. She  knew  nothing  of  that  bless- 
ed Book  out  of  which  she  might  have 
refreshed  her  soul  with  "  waters  from 
the  wells  of  salvation."  Neither  she 
nor  her  children  could  read.  Before 
Mrs.  Poor  left  her,  she  promised  to 
send  Jimmy  and  Kathleen  to  Sunday 
school,  and  on  the  next  Sunday  Harry 
was  to  call  for  them. 

Mrs.  Poor  was  very  happy  to  have 
been  commissioned  bv  Mr.  Prime  to 
purchase  the  articles  that  Mr§.  O'- 
Riley needed.  She  had  not  the 
means  to  bestow  anything  of  that 
kind,  but  she  could  give  her  time 
and  influence. 

Before  going  home  she  went  to  a 
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second-hand  store,  and  bought  for 
Mrs.  0' Riley  a  bedstead  and  mat- 
tress, a  table,  six  chairs,  two  tubs,  a 
tea-kettle,  an  iron  pot,  and  a  nice  tin 
reflector,  that  she  might  have  some- 
thing to  bake  her  bread  in.  She  then 
went  to  a  grocery  store  and  purchas- 
ed flour  and  such  other  necessaries 
as  she  knew  Mrs.  O'Riley  needed. 
After  seeing  that  they  were  all  sent 
to  the  poor  woman,  she  called  upon 
some  of  her  acquaintances  who  were 
in  the  habit  of  giving  out  a  great  deal 
of  work,  to  see  if  she  could  not  pro- 
cure  some  for  Mrs.  0' Riley.  She  was 
successful  beyond  her  expectations. 
Several  of  her  friends  promised  each 
to  give  her  work  one  day  in  the  week, 
and  thus  when  she  again  called  to  see 
Mrs.  0' Riley,  she  had  the  promise  of 
work  for  her  four  days  in  the  week, 
and  this  for  the  entire  winter. 
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I  hardly  know  which  felt  the  hap- 
piest; Mrs.  Poor  to  be  able  to  com- 
municate such  good  tidings,  or  Mrs. 
0' Riley  for  whom  they  were  intended. 

Mrs.  Poor  did  not  call  on  Mrs. 
O'Riley  again  until  the  day  after  she 
and  Mr.  Prime  had  been  there.  The 
next  morning,  after  Harry  had  gone 
to  school,  she  walked  over  to  tell 
Mrs.  O'Riley  of  the  bright  prospect 
there  was  for  her.  As  she  approach- 
ed the  house  she  saw  the  children 
sitting  at  the  door  nicely  washed,  and 
their  hair  combed  smoothly."  But  when 
she  entered  she  was  delighted  with 
the  change  she  saw  there.  It  pre- 
sented a  very  different  aspect  from 
what  it  had  previously  to  the  visit  of 
that  good  Samaritan,  Mr.  Prime. 

Mrs.  Poor  had  a  large  bundle  of 
clothing  with  her,  which  had  been 
given. her  by -different  ladies  who  had 
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become  interested  in  Mrs.  0' Riley 
and  her  family,  from  the  accounts  she 
had  given  of  them.  She  now  tried 
the  clothing  on  the  children,  and  was 
pleased  to  find  that  most  of  the  arti- 
cles fitted  exactly,  and  the  others  need- 
ed  but  little  altering.  Mrs.  0' Riley 
herself  was  very  nice  and  clean,  and 
she  had  scrubbed  her  floor  before 
Mrs.  Poor  came.  When  Mrs.  Poor 
told  her  that  she  had  work  engaged 
for  her  that  would  be  enough  to  sup- 
port her  and  her  children,  she  replied, 

"  Indade,  ma'am,  I  can  niver  repay 
yez  for  all  yer  kindness  to  me,  a 
stranger." 

"Now,  Mrs.  O'Riley,"  replied  Mrs. 
Poor,  -'for  all  this,  I  want  you  to 
thank  Grod,  not  me.  He  it  was  who 
put  it  into  the  heart  of  Mr.  Prime  to 
bestow  upon  you  all  these  comforts 
which   he  has   given  you.     Both  he 
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and  I  are  only  the  instruments  in 
God's  hands',  and  G-od  would  teach 
you  by  this  to  trust  Him  in  the 
future.  He  would  have  you  *  cast- 
all  your  care  upon  Him,  for  He  careth 
for  you.' " 

On  Saturday  evening,  Mr.  Prime 
called  again  to  see  Mrs.  O'Riley. 
He  was  greatly  surprised  to  see  the 
improvement  in  the  appearance  of 
both  the  room  and  its  inmates.  The 
little  ones  no  longer  looked  pinched 
with  hunger,  but  were  bright  and 
cheerful  looking,  like  other  children. 
Mrs.  O'Riley  herself,  was  clean  and 
nicelv  clad,  and  the  children  had  all 
just  been  washed  for  Sunday,  as  Mrs. 
Poor  had  requested  her  to  have  them. 
Mr.  Prime  was  much  pleased  with 
the  countenance  of  Jimmy,  and  said 
to  him : 

0 

"Thee  can  come  to  me  on  Monday. 
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Jiinmy,  and  I  will  give  thee  employ- 
ment ;  and  if  thee  is  a  good  boy,  thee 
shall  always  find  a  friend  in  Samuel 
Prime.'' 

He  then  shook  hands  with  Mrs. 
0' Riley,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  said  to 
her  : 

"Farewell,  friend.  Now,  thee  has 
line  children,  and  I  hope  they  will  be 
a  great  comfort  to  thee.  I  will  expect 
Jimmy  to  be  at  mv  house  bv  seven 
o'clock  on  Monday  morning." 

When  Mrs.  O'Riley  and  her  chil- 
dren sat  down  to  their  comfortable 
supper,  she  looked  around  her  room 
and  thought  how  differently  it  ap- 
peared from  what  it  had  done  on  that 
evening  a  week  ago.  Then,  she  was 
destitute  of  every  comfort;  now,  she 
had  everything  she  needed.  She 
could  not  prevent  a  few  tears  falling 
as  she  thought  of  her  dear  husband, 
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* 


and  the  feeling  arose  in  her  heart, 
that  it  was  hard  that  he  was  not 
spared  to  share  these  comforts  with 
her  ;  but  she  immediately  checked  it, 
ancLremembered  what  Mrs.  Poor  had 
told  her,  "that  God  does  not  willing- 
ly afflict  the  children  of  men,  but 
chastens  them  that  they  may  thus  be 
brought  to  love  Him  with  their  whole 
hearts."  She  prayed  that  God  would 
help  her  so  to  do.  Thus  was  the 
good  seed  already  taking  root. 

* 

"  Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep, 

Where  wave  responds  to  wave  ; 
Though  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

The  hand  that  now  withholds  my  joys 

Can  yet  restore  my  peace  ; 
And  He  who  bids  the  tempest  roar, 

Can  bid  the  tempest  cease, 

In  darkest  watches  of  the  night 

I'll  count  his  mercies  o'er ; 
I'll  praise  him  for  ten  thousand  past, 

And  humbly  sue  for  more. 
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When  darkness  and  when  sorrow  rose, 

And  pressed  on  every  side, 
The  Lord  has  still  sustained  my  steps, 

And  still  has  been  my  guide. 

Here  will  I  rest  and  build  my  hope. 

Nor  murmur  at  His  rod; 
He's  more  than  all  the  world  to  me, 

My  Saviour  and  my  God," 
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CHAPTER   VI. 

"  A  springing  joy, 
A  pleasure  which  no  language  can  express, 
An  ecstacy,  that  mothers  only  feel, 
Plays  round  my  heart,  and  brightens  up  my  sorrows, 
Like  gleams  of  sunshine  in  a  lowering  sky." 

Christmas  Eve  had  arrived  Mrs. 
0' Riley  and  her  little  ones  had  gath- 
ered around  the  nice  warm  fire  which 
was  burning  briskly  in  the  grate,  and 
throwing  its  cheerful  light  throughout 
the  room,  giving  it  such  a  comfortable 
home  look.  I  think,  my  little  read- 
ers, if  you  could  have  seen  it,  you 
would  have  agreed  with  Mrs.  0'- 
Riley,  as  she  replied  to  Jimmy,  when 
he  said, 

"  Mammy,  ain't  we  comfortable 
now  ?  We  have  so  many  nice  things 
in  our  house,  and  plenty  of  clothes, 
and  just  as  much  as  we  want  to  eat." 


i/U/M:''' 
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"I  think,  mammy,  we  are  rich, 
don't  you,  with  this  nice  carpet  ?" 
said  Kathleen,  before  her  mother  had 
time  to  reply. 

As  Mrs.  0' Riley  had  had  a  good 
many  rags  given  to  her  at  different 
times,  bv  the  ladies  for  whom  she 
worked,  she  had  cut  them  up,  and 
she  and  her  children  sewed  them; 
thus  she  had  been  enabled  to  get  a 
nice  piece  of  carpet  for  her  room, 
which  was  the  admiration  of  Kath- 
leen. To  be  sure,  it  only  covered  the 
center  of  the  room,  leaving  a  strip  of 
bare  floor  all  around,  but  this  Mrs. 
0' Riley  scrubbed,  and  she  thought  it 
rather  improved  the  appearance  of 
the  room  by  contrast. 

Mrs.  0' Riley  replied  to  the  remarks 
of  her  children.  u  Yes,  me  darlints,  we 
are  comfortable ;  and  we  have  great 
reason  to  thank  our  Heavenly  Father 
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for  all  his  mercies  to  us  since  we  came 
to  Amerikv.  If  we  had  not  come 
here,  you  would  not  have  had  the 
chance  of  going  to  Sunday  school, 
where  ye've  larixed  to  read  so  beauti- 
ful, and  where  ye've  had  so  many  nice 
books  given  to  yez  to  read  ;  and  last 
of  all,  where  ve've  had  a  blessed  Bible 
given  to  ye  for  yer  own." 

•'And  then,  mammy,"  said  Jimmy, 
"you  would  niver  have  larned  to  read 
either,  would  ye  ?  Mammy,  isn't 
Master  Harry  Poor  good,  to  come 
every  night  to  teach  us?" 

You  must  know,  my  little  readers, 
that  from  the  first  of  Harrv's  ac- 
quaintance  with  the  0' Riley  family, 
he  had  felt  deeply  interested  for  them, 
and  had  asked  his  mother's  permis- 
sion to  spend  one  hour,  every  even- 
ing, after  he  had  got  through  with 
the  work  Mrs.  Adams  had  for  him  to 
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do,  in  teaching  Jimmy  and  Kathleen. 
Mrs.  Poor  readily  granted  the  request 
of  her  little  boy,  for  she  was  glad  to 
see  him  manifest  so  missionary  a 
spirit. 

On  Sunday,  therefore,  when  Harry 
called  to  take  the  children  to  Sabbath 
school,  he  told  their  mother  that  he 
would  come  every  evening  after  he 
had  finished  his  work,  and  teach 
Jimmy  and  Kathleen  to  read.  Mrs. 
0' Riley  knew  not  how  to  express  her 
gratitude.  She  had  never  been  taught 
to  read  herself,  and  it  was  the  height 
of  her  ambition  that  her  children 
should  be  instructed.  She  little 
thought  she  was  so  soon  to  have  her 
wishes  realized.  Harry  found  them 
apt  scholars.  Their  mother  always 
seemed  interested  in  their  lessons,  and 
after  Harry  was  gone  she  would  have 
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Jimmy  go  over  his  lessons  with  her, 
that  she  too  might  learn  to  read. 

Through  Mrs.  Poor's  influence, 
Mrs.  0' Riley  had  attended  church  reg- 
ularly since  the  first  Sabbath  of  their 
acquaintance.  Mrs.  Poor  had  spoken 
to  her  pastor,  Rev.  Mr.  Kindly,  and 
he  had  visited  Mrs.  0' Riley  frequent- 
ly and  given  her  religious  instruc- 
tions. Mrs.  0' Riley  seemed  like  one 
who  had  been  blind  and  had  sud- 
denly received  sight.  She  was  over- 
whelmed with  the  view  of  her  own 
sinfulness,  and  amazed  with  the 
loving  kindness  of  God. 

Mr.  Kindly  said  she  seemed  like 
(i  a  hart  panting  after  the  water 
brook,"  and  that  she  drank  in  the 
truths  of  the  gospel.  And  truly,  that 
blessed  gospel  was  to  her  "  the  savor 
of  life  unto  life."  How  mercifullv 
G-od  had  ordered  all  things  to  bring 
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her  within  the  hearing  of  that  Word 
which  maketh  wise  unto  salvation, 
and  had  given  her  grace  to  obey  the 

call. 

As  Mrs.  0' Riley  and  her  children 
were  talking  over  the  goodness  of 
God  in  raising  up  such  kind  friends 
for  them,  they  were  interrupted  by  a 
rap  at  the  door.  As  Jimmy  opened 
it,  Harry  Poor  made  his  appearance 
with  two  bundles,  much  as  he  could 
carry.  They  were  Christmas  gifts 
from  Mrs.  Poor  and  Mrs.  Townly, 
who  had  been  a  good  friend  to  Mrs. 
0' Riley  since  Mr.  Prime  spoke  to  her 
on  her  behalf.  Harry  did  not  wait 
until  they  opened  the  bundles,  but 
handing  them  to  Mrs.  0' Riley,  he 
said: 

"Here are  some  Christmas  gifts  for 
you,  and  I  wish  you  all  a  very  happy 
Christmas." 
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As  soon  as  he  was  gone,  the  chil- 
dren gathered  around  their  mother  to 
see  what  the  contents  of  the  bundle 
were.  The  first  thing  they  opened 
was  a  nice  large  Bible,  one  with  good 
print,  such  as  Mrs.  0' Riley  would  be 
able  to  read  herself.  That  was  from 
Mrs.  Poor.  Next  they  opened  Mrs. 
Townlv's  bundle,  and  in  that  thev 
found  an  entire  new  suit  of  clothes  for 
each  of  the  younger  children,  and  a 
nice  warm  shawl  for  their  mother. 
Good  Mr.  Prime  had  given  a  new 
suit  to  Jimmy  when  he  was  leaving 
his  work  to  go  home  that  evening ; 
and  he  also  gave  him  what  both  Jim- 
my and  his  mother  thought  better 
than  the  new  clothes — a  note  saying 
Jimmv  had  been  such  a  good  bov 
since  he  had  been  in  his  employment, 
that  from  the  first  of  January  he 
would  increase  his  wages. 
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"May  God  bless  them  all  for  their 
kindness  to  the  widder  and  the  fath- 
erless, for  I  can  niver  repay  them.'' 

Mr.  Murphy  had  called  a  few  days 
before  and  paid  Mrs.  O'Riley  the 
wages  that  had  been  due  her  hus- 
band at  the  time  he  left.  Mr.  Mur- 
phy had  not  been  able  to  get  into 
town  any  sooner.  Mr.  Smith  sent 
the  money,  with  interest. 

Christmas  was  indeed  a  happy  day 
to  Mrs.  O'Riley  and  her  children. 
Here  we  will  leave  them. 


Before  parting,  I  wish  to  say  a  few 
words  more  to  all  the  little  boys  who 
may  read  this  book. 

May  you  all,  my  dear  children, 
"seek  first  the  kingdom  of  God  and 
his  righteousness,"  and  "press  toward 
the  mark  of  the  prize  of  the  high 
calling  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus."  How 
many  of  your  companions  within  the 
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last  year  have  been  summoned  into 
eternity?  Although  you  are  young, 
you  are  sinners  in  the  sight  of  Grod. 
If  God  should  suddenly  call  you  to 
His  presence,  are  you  ready  to  go? 
Oh!  if  vour  sins  have  not  been  blot- 
ted  out  by  the  precious  blood  of 
Christ,  where  can  you  hide  yourself  ? 
There  is  but  one  hiding  place,  and 
that  is  Jesus  Christ,  to  whom  you 
must  flee.  Pray  that  He  may  give 
you  a  new  heart;  that  Grod  himself 
will  make  you  his  own  child — a  lamb 
of  His  flock,  and  an  heir  of  that 
kingdom  which  He  has  purchased  for 
all  who  love  him.  Whatever  talents 
God  has  given  you,  consecrate  them 
all  to  His  glory. 

May  you  all,  my  dear  little  boys,  be 
the  happy  instruments  of  sending  the 
torch  of  gospel  light  to  those  who 
have  so  long  been  shrouded  in  heath- 
en darkness ;  and  may  many  of  you 
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go  forth  carrying  with  you  the  bread 
of  life  to  those  who  are  now  perish- 
ing for  lack  of  knowledge. 

"The  harvest  truly  is  great,  but  the 
laborers  are  few." 

Look  up,  the  harvest  fields  are  white. 

And  bends  the  ripening  grain ; 
Go  forth  and  reap,  lest  fall  the  night, 

And  day  be  given  in  vain. 

See  India  from  her  jeweled  throne, 

Bow  down  the  listening  ear, 
And  her  unnumbered  thousands  own 

The  dawn  of  mercy  near. 

A  slanting  ray  of  Freedom's  sun 

Has  glanced  on  Afric's  shore  ; 
Swiftly  and  wide  the  tidings  run, 

That  darkness  reigns  no  more. 

Go  forth — the  lamp  of  truth  is  bright — 

And  bid  its  heavenly  ray 
Dispel  the  lingering  shades  of  night, 

And  chase  their  gloom  away. 

We  plant  the  Cross;  but,  Lord,  thy  breath 

Alone  has  power  to  raise 
From  the  dark,  silent  vale  of  death, 

An  army  to  thy  praise. 
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